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Pleasing the boss 


Author's Notes: 
Part two of the Bet-Saga. 


Cross-dressing for somebody here! It was supposed to come out as a drabble, but fuck it. 


English is not my native language, so forgive my spelling errors and let me know what you think about it! 


"Ten bucks he won't do that." 
"HA! Ten bucks he will. Just look at the way he always stares at James!" 


Lars shook his head and sighed, a little worried. Settling back in that uncomfortable wannabe director's chair, 
he eyed the closed door of the singer's dressing room. 


"Jase is stupid but not that much." 
Kirk raised a brow and chuckled. The little fucker was aroused by that whole situation 
"Lets see" he murmured, bringing the wine bottle he was holding in between his legs to his lips. 


"By the way, who did you stole them from?" 


* eK 


In the meanwhile, Jason was walking back and forth in the hall next to that very changing room. James was in 
there, it was now or never. Taking a deep breath, the bassist knocked on the door. A muffled grunt was heard. 
If he was lucky enough and if Kirk hadn't fooled him, the blond had to be on his same, old way to hangover by 
now. Hopefully, that could mean he wouldn't have remember the bassist's exploit the following morning and 
Jason wouldn't be kicked too hard. 

The routine was what it was: James loved to pick on him. It couldn't get any worst, right? 

Plus Kirk sweared James loved these kind of things. Apparently, he had some kind of kink for men in drag. He 
lke it uninhibited and raw, believe me, he'll totally love if! 


Sure, whatever to be appreciated by the boss. And he was almost sure there was not much else left to try. 
Holding his breath, the brunet thrusted the door open. 


James barely liften his head to look at Jason. He just grunted, annoyed by the presence of the new kid. He was 
such a pain in the ass, sometimes. But most of the time, James knew he was trying hard to fit in the band. 
The only problem was they loved making fun of him. 


"Whadd'ya want, fucker?" 


He just wasn't in the mood. A bad headache was already drilling his brain and alcool was almost finished. Saying 
he was overly bored by the way things were going night was putting it midly. No groupies fighting to have a 
piece of the cake, no great parties. Just him. And Jason 


Jason that, without even answering, unzipped his trousers. Suddenly, James cheered up. He was curious, to say 
the least. So.. Jason is info me. Or at least he wanted to show some gratitude to the band's fearless leader. It 
was fair and.. could be enjoyable. He could already imagine those soft lips encircling his dick and sucking it 
greedily. 

The blond just stood still and stared at him, arching a brow. Now that James’ briefs were getting tight, the 


new kid had his full attention Proud and hopeful, Jason lowered his trousers, arousing the other's curiosity. 
James would've never ammitted it, but he was excited by the unexpected turn that situation was taking. 


Maybe, after all, Newkid deserves a possibilty, he thought as he adjusted his cock. 


All his horny thoughts were however blown away in half a minute, his face now bright red with 


embarrassment. Jason was silent, waiting for any sign from the singer. 


"Where.. where did you get them?" he managed to mumble. He didn't seem happy at all, but seeing him flushing 
was way too rice. Was it his way to show appreciation to his gesture? James didn't seem exactly gay-friendly, 


so maybe the fact he hadn't kicked his ass yet was a thing for him. 


"You like ‘em?" Jason tried to strike a pose and seduce him but somehow he could tell it wasn't working. James 
just sat there, awkward and uncomfortable, with an expression that showed off his hope it was all just a 


nightmare. 
"Take them off. Now! the singer barked. 


The blond kept on staring the floor but that order hit Jason like a bullet. 

Wow. So.. he really likes it? 

He didn't want to piss him off more than he already did, so he peeled the panties off his body and stood there, 
waiting for further instructions. However, seeing Jason like that while he himself just wanted to melt and 


disappear, just brought James to lose it. 


"Get the fuck out, Jase!" he yelled, breaking the silence as he stood up and facepalmed himself. He was trying 
hard to refrain from kicking the bassist. Jason was just trying to be nice.. a nice robber, that's what he was. 


Confused, the brunet raised a brow. "What-" 


He didn't even succeed in ending his question, before James whipped the black thong away from his hands and 
shoved him out. The fact that Jason was upset was comprehensible as he heard Lars and Kirk's laughter 


coming from the waiting room, but James was totally confused. 


Where did he even find his panties?! 


